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If You Like To Gamble, | Tell You tm Your Man 


"Kirk, l'm not so sure about this." Lars pouts, running his fingers over the dark makeup under his eyes, just to 
have Kirk swat his hands away so he doesnt ruin if! 


"You'll be fine. You look hot as fuck. Who knows, some guy at the club might dig it” Kirk replies, standing behind 
Lars in the mirror, smiling over his shoulder as he pats some final touches into his hair, which Kirk had also 


taken liberty to do up for him as well. 


Lars sighs, taking a once-over look at himself and his getup. Kirk was right, he did look hot. With skin tight 
jeans, and a emerald green blouse tucked in, unbuttoned in the front. Black rings around his eyes, a slight tinge 
of lip gloss on his lips. The jeans complimented his ass perfectly, and the gold ring on his chest just perfectly 
peeked out. His hair was freshly trimmed, and slightly slicked back. 


"So, you ready?" Kirk asks, meeting Lars' eyes with a smile as he turns around. Kirk had a similar getup, just a 
bit more dark compared to the other, a few chains here and there with a spike studded labret. More makeup 
too, but Lars thinks he pulls it off way better than he could. 


"Ready as I'll ever be." 


The club wasn't horrible, at least not as shitty as Lars had thought it would be. Still a bit dingy, but about as 
good as you could get in this part of the city. 


Lars wasn't exactly having the time of his life, though. He was hoping to have maybe picked someone up by 
now, but instead he's sat at the bar with Kirk, watching him catch up with the barista, and other people he 
knew here. Basically, totally seeming to forget Lars was there. 


Lars sighs into his drink, swirling around the contents and taking a sip. Rosé tonight. He scans his eyes around 
the club, uninterested. Pretty dead. Everyone was either at the tables with their friends, only few on the 
dance floor. The music playing was pretty shitty, though, so Lars doesn't blame anyone for not dancing. 


Though, scanning over one particular table to his right, he locks eyes with someone. He has short blonde hair, 
a strong jaw with well trimmed facial hair, and broad shoulders. He has a big hand covered in rings, curled 
over the sides of his glass, peering over the rim straight at Lars with piercing blue eyes. He was barely paying 
attention to his friend chatting his head off, yet nodding slowly all the same. It makes Lars shiver. 


They battle with their eyes for what seems like hours, and Lars hates to admit it, but he was attractive. 
Really attractive. And the fact that he had been previously staring Lars down should've freaked out the Dare, 
but it only served to make him squirm and blush. There was just, something, in the man's gaze that made 
Lars feel hot all over. It shouldn't be exciting, yet it is. And Lars' heart skips a beat when the man winks at 
him, and turns back to give his company full attention. 


"James. You're not even listening to me, are you?" Jason sighs, following the blonde's eyes towards the man 


across the bar, turring back to glare at him when he finally decides to meet his eyes again 

"Hm? No, | was. You're too worked up, Jase." 

"Yeah?" Jason challenges, "Then what was | just going on about?" 

"The, uh, something about the band you're putting together. Reverbrain? Something like that. Yeah." 
"Echobrain, numb nuts." Jason sighs, rubbing a hand along his face. 

"Yeah, yeah. Whatever." 

Jason groans, watching the way James’ eyes drift back to the man at the bar. 

"Look. Will you please just go talk to him already? You're driving me crazy over here. I've gotta get heading 


home anyways, and as you're not paying any attention to me, ld like it if you went and actually fucked him 


instead of doing it with your eyes. You look pathetic." Jason spits, downing the rest of his whiskey. 


"Okay, genius, what if he isn't interested in me that way?" James asks, merely a rhetorical question While he'd 
hope that he didn't make the guy uncomfortable, he's not blind to see when he makes someone flustered. 
Maybe it sounds cocky, but that's just the way he is when it comes to this. He knows what he's doing, and he 
knows the effect he has on people. 


"Trust me. He nearly fuckin’ creamed his pants when you winked at him. Go get ‘im." Jason finishes a bit more 


gentle, patting James on the back. 
He sighs, “Alright. Get home safe." 


Jason smiles as he walks away, leaving James to his own advances. He stares into his drink, gaining a litle 
courage, and taking the risk to glance back at the man at the bar. 


"Lars, I'm gonna run to the bathroom. Are you alright alone for a bit?" Kirk asks, turning back around to pay 


attention to Lars for probably the first time that night. 
"That's fine," Lars mumbles under his breath, sparing Kirk a glare. He was being a little pissy with the older 
boy, but at the same time, he had dragged him out here and hasn't payed much attention to him. He catches 


the apology in Kirk's smile, so that makes him relax a bit and shoot a small smile of his own back. 


He watches Kirk walk into the darkness of the club, before turning his attention back to swirling the wine 


around in his cup. 

He doesn't notice movement next to him, not until a deep rumble interrupts his thoughts. 

"You don't look like you're enjoying yourself too much, babydoll" He hears from his left. 

It scares the shit out of him, and nearly gives him a heart attack when he sees just who it is. He scans his 
eyes up his long, toned legs, across the leather jacket on his torso, noting the Motörhead shirt underneath. He 
reaches his face, taking in the smirk, and the twinkle in his eyes. He was even more attractive up close. Fuck 
"Yeah," Lars scoffs, "it's whatever, though. This place is alright, haven't been before now." 

James nods, "Mm. I'm sure I'd see something pretty like you in a heartbeat. So, darlin’, what's your poison?" he 
asks, casually flirting and making Lars' heart jump. He rests his cheek in the palm of his hand, resting his elbow 
on the counter. 

Lars blushes, but decides to play his own game. He mirrors his position, looking deep into his eyes once more. 
He says nothing, and instead moves a little closer, placing his small hand on one knee of the man before him. He 


watches the way his eyes flicker down, and back up with a hint of fire in them. 


"Whadd'ya say, instead of buying me a drink, you take me outta here. Hm?" Lars whispers, his own smirk 


growing on his features. 


He doesn't even know this man's name. Hell, he's said two sentences to him so far. Lars knows he could be 
dangerous, could be out to murder him cold. Yet he still lets the man lead him out into the dark halls of the 
club all the same. He trusts the barista to let Kirk know he left when he gets back, and she agrees with a 


wink. 


Playing For The High One, Dancing With The Devil 


Author's Notes: 
sort of a litle filler chapter before we really get into everything, but important all the same 


He keeps a big hand intertwined with Lars’ small one as he guides him through the nightclub. It was a pretty 
big place, and they weren't overly busy this night, so it was easy to find an abandoned hallway. 


They could still hear the music, but the man must've dragged Lars far because it was merely a muffled bass 
beat by now. Lars can tell he knows this club like the back of his hand, and he shudders wondering how many 
other people he's taken here to do the exact same thing they're about to do. 


That doesn't disgust him, nor turn him away because he could be one of many. It simply arouses him more 


than anything, making him feel like nothing more than the next slut to come his way. That excites him. 


Soon their footsteps are the loudest thing, and the man stops Lars in a corner, right under a dim lamp. Lars 


can barely make out his features, but can see the glint of mischief in his eyes all the same. 

They say nothing, as the man's hands curl around Lars’ waist, pulling him against his own body. Lars was 
already hard, and this bit of friction makes him moan softly. The man chuckles in his ear, a low, sultry rumble 
that sends shivers down Lars’ spine. He was barely doing anything, and Lars was a mess. He wanted more. 


"What's your name, pretty?" the man whispers, breath ghosting over Lars' ear. 


"Lars," he answers breathlessly, and the man hums softly, planting a soft kiss on Lars's jaw. He chuckles at the 


way Lars tries to buck up against him, but he holds the other at bay. 
"Pretty name, for a prettier boy. Mine's James." 
"James," Lars speaks, and it comes out as a desperate whimper. James likes the way it sounds. 


"Lars," James speaks evenly, chuckling at the way Lars squirms at the sound of his name. He pulls back to look 


the shorter in the eye, smirking at how flushed he already looks under the light. 
"Are you alright with this?" 
Lars curls his arms around James' neck, keeping eye contact and nodding. 


"Yes. Please. Please, James" Lars whimpers. 


James allows himself to let go now, his eyes turning dark again, as he crashes his lips against Lars. 


Double Up Or Quit, Double Stake Or Split, The Ace Of 
Spades 
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He pushes Lars up against the wall with his body, grinding their clothed erections together, making Lars gasp 
into his mouth. He weaves his fingers into James’ hair, and tugs as James presses against him. This tears a 
growl out of James, and he tightens his hands around Lars’ small waist. Lars moans, knowing it would be sure 


to leave some type of mark in the morning. 

James pulls away, opting to shove a toned thigh between Lars’ legs, and begins to kiss down his neck, leaving 
dark hickeys along the way. He barely knew this man, yet wanted him to remember this event for the weeks 
coming. Wanted to mark him up, knowing he'd be making it his best interest to give him the best fuck of his 
life. 


Lars gasps into the air above him, grinding hard against James’ thing, in sync with the way he bites right into 


the sensitive spot under his jaw. He shudders, letting out a low moan. 


"Lars," James whispers, trailing back up to the shell of his ear. He brings a hand up to cup his cheek "How do 
you feel about getting your makeup a little messed up tonight?" 


Lars whimpers. He knows exactly what James means, and he glances down to the erection in the taller mans 


jeans. He swallows, excitement growing rapidly, and he quickly nods and drops to his knees without a word. 
James laughs, though it isn’t one of joy. Its an amused, teasing laugh that makes Lars shudder. 


He stares down at Lars, a sort of demeaning hint in his eyes as he simply threads the fingers of one hand into 
Lars’ short hair. 


"C'mon, babydoll. Go ahead" 


Lars nods against his confinement, trailing his shaky hands up to unzip James’ pants, pulling them, along with 


his underwear, to his knees. Lars whimpers when his cock slips free, and salivates at how big and hard it is. 


He peers back up to James, catching the smirk on his lips and the arch of one eyebrow. He tightens his hand 


and tugs Lars closer, a sort of warning to stop the teasing. 


"If it gets too much, | want you to do this," James says, holding his free hand up to flash his thumb, 


forefinger and middle finger up. 
"Can you do that for me?" 


Lars nods, showing that he understands by flashing the same gesture. James gives him a praising hum, before 
finally allowing Lars to begin 


Lars kisses the tip gently, running his tongue along the head before rising on his knees a bit to suck the rest 
down until the tip hits the back of his throat. James lets out an appreciative moan, marvelled at the way the 
other can take his whole length so effortlessly. 

Lars hollows his cheeks, swirling his tongue around the shaft and moaning around James, sending shockwaves 
up his spine. He groans, it becomes less and less easier to control his urge to just shove himself down Lars’ 
throat. Especially when the other peers up at him with doe-like eyes. 

He rocks forward slowly, enjoying the sight of Lars closing his eyes, and the feeling of him relaxing his throat. 
Lars moans again, moving one of his hands, which are perched on his thighs, to rub at his own problem in his 
Jeans. 

"Fuck. Lars, shit," he speaks through gritted teeth, and Lars can already tell how worked up he is. 

Lars pulls off of James’ cock, breathing hard and rubbing his lips along the sides. 

"Fuck my throat, James. Until | can't breathe. Please," Lars begs, whimpering at the very end. He loves the 
feeling of choking on dick, and he can sense just how much James is holding back. He wants to know what it's 
like when he doesn't. 

He descends again, locking eyes with James once more. 


"Since you asked so nicely." 


James pulls out, before thrusting back in, starting slow, but beginning to speed up his miristrations. Lars has 
to close his eyes, as they tear up from the abuse. 


James was moaning, growling deep in his throat, cursing as he wraps both hands into Lars' locks. They hold his 
head tightly, the rings pressing unpleasantly against his scalp. 


Lars felt like he was in heaven. All he could think of is James, James, James His all taken to the man looming 


above him, fucking his throat like he's simply a toy for his pleasure. 
"You like this?" James pants, not expecting an answer, but feeling the way Lars attempts to nod all the same. 


"You like being on your knees, getting your throat fucked like a little whore? Like bein’ my bitch, huh?" 


Lars bucks into his hand at the words, opening his eyes to watch the pleasure flash along James’ features. 
Tears burn his eyes, but he lets them fall over, knowing there's probably tear tracks of his eyeliner trailing 


down his cheeks. 

James relishes in the choking sounds coming from Lars, feeling the way his throat constricts to try and 
naturally fight him off. This just makes him push deeper, thrust faster. He pants into the air above them, 
sounds becoming deeper and borderline animalistic. 

"S'good. Fuck Such a good fuckin’ slut." 

James peers down to really take a good look at Lars, and sees how he fights to keep his eyes open 


"That's right, keep lookin’ up at me. You're bein’ so good for me, feels so good in your pretty mouth." 


Lars' squeezes his eyes shut, forcing the tears out of his eyes. When he opens them again, James brings his 
hands to the sides of Lars' head, roughly smearing his eyeliner with the pads of his thumbs. 


The sight of Lars' eyes, red and puffy, the makeup now smeared more down his cheeks, mixed with the 


whimpers and constrictions on his cock sends James over the edge. 


He shoves himself in to the hilt, coming deep into Lars' throat with a long growl and a full body shudder. Lars 
chokes around the load, trying his best to swallow it all, feeling a bit drip out of the sides of his mouth. 


When James is satisfied, he abruptly pulls out, leaving Lars a gasping mess. He barely gives the boy time to 
recover before he's being dragged back up to his feet and shoved against the wall. 


James quickly unbuttons his jeans, whipping out his throbbing cock and stroking it quickly. Lars throws his head 


back and whines, voice raspy and thick. 
He writhes and whimpers, clutching at James’ shirt and sobbing at the pleasure overwhelming his senses. 
"You gonna come for me? Make your little friend back there able to hear you scream my name?" 


Lars simply shakes in James' arms, moans becoming shamelessly loud as the taller boy twists his wrist at the 
perfect time, tightening his hand. The rings bring a power play of pain and pleasure, and Lars feels his orgasm 


around the corner. 


What finally does him in, is James' tone of voice. The way he hisses deep in his ear. How degrading he sounds, 
how humiliated it makes Lars. The way he says it right on the upstroke. Lars didn't think he could get his voice 
so deep, didn't think he'd feel the rumble through his whole body, yet he arches and brokenly screams all the 


same when James utters these simple words. 


"Come. Now. You pathetic whore" 


Lars does just that. He screams out approval, his entire body shaking against the brick wall. He doesn’t stop 

after that, no, he keeps coming, letting out all the moans he had to keep in. Short bursts of gasps, of James' 
name, and begs that serve no real purpose. James strokes him quickly through it all, amplifying the pleasure 
up to the maximum. He whimpers softly until the shockwaves die down, and James finally stills his hand along 


Lars' sensitive cock 


Lars pants, chest heaving. His face feels uncomfortably dry where his tears and makeup are, and he slumps 
back against the wall. 


James gently tucks Lars back into his pants, zipping him up and gently caressing the sides of his hips. Lars 
sighs at the feeling, opening tired eyes to see James’ soft smile. 


James fixes his own jeans, before reaching into his back pocket for a folded piece of paper. He carries this slip 
every time he comes here, but never ends up using it. He never thinks highly enough of the ones he finds 


here. 
Lars makes him feel different, and he's willing to try and see him another time. 


James captures him in another kiss, before slipping the paper into the back pocket of Lars’ pants. He slaps his 


ass after, making him jump. 


James pulls away laughing, and presses one more quick kiss to his lips. Then his hands are slowly pulling off his 


body, and James steps back to really take in the sight of Lars. 


"Call me sometime, babydoll," he says with a wink, before he's gone, sauntering down the hallway, whistling a 
little tune. Lars smiles, pulling out the piece of paper in his pocket, smiling at the digits scribbled along the 
sheet. 


